The Dream of a Poetess
The Divine Child had thrown his golden ball
O'er the skies; it now had fallen down
And sunk, in obedience to His call,
In a thousand coloured sea of setting glory.
Pale shone the silver moon o'er our heads,
A solitary star flitted by his side-
Placing her footsteps wherever he trod
Like the faithful shadow or a loving bride.
I dreamt - but then ft was a waking dream,
1 woke but to dream and dreamt but to wake*
I rode on the blue waves of heavenly stream
And swam to the banks of Eternity.
I heard the mystic songs of forest-birds,
And heard the whispering words of the wind
And rapturous strains of billowing waters
All sung in tune with the notes of my mind*
1 saw my Lover playing 'hide-and-seek'
With Himself-hiding, seeking, and finding.